

Themoft lamentable Tragedy 

More torches here» come on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah,by my fay it waxes late, 

’He to my reft, 

Jnli, Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Gentleman f 
Nurf. The ionne and heire of old Tyberio. 

Jul. What’s he thac now is going cut of the doore ? 

Ni vrf. Marry that I thirike be young Petrttcheo. 

Jul. VV hat’s he that followes here, that would not dance ? 
A7«r/>. I know not. 

Jul. Goe aske his name, if he be married. 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

T^urf.ms name is 7 (omeo, and u Mount arue, 

The onely ionne of your great enemy. 

Jul. My onely love lprung from my onely hate, - - I 

Too early feene unknowne, and knowne too late ? 

Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 

That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Ni vrf W hat's tis what's tis f 
Jul. A Ryme I leamt even now 
Ofone I danc’t withall. 

One calls within Juliet; 

Nurf. Anon, anon: 

Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 

Exeunt* 

T Chorus. 

.how old defire doth in his death-bed lye. 

And young affeaion gapes to be his heire. 

That fairefor which loveeroned and would dye , 

With tender Juliet matent is now not faire. 

Now Romeo is belov’d and loves againe. 

Alike bewitched by the charmeoflookes : 

“ “ his f° e Oppos’d he muft complaine. 

And ihe fteale loves iweet bait from fearefull hooks, 
iieing held a foe, he may not have accefle 
To breath fuch vowes as lovers ale to iwcare: 

And flie as much in love, her meanes much lefle. 
lo meet her new beloved anywhere. 



ef Romeo and Juliet. | 

< , But paffion lends them power, time meanes to meet. 

Tempring extremities with extreme fweet. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

‘Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turnebacke dull earth, and finde thy Center out. 

Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 

Ben. f R$pw ) my Coufin Romeo , Romeo. 

Mer.He is wife, and on my life hath ftollen him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall : 

Call good Mercutio. 

Mer . Nay Tie conjure too. 

Romeo, humours, m ,, c!am,paflion,lovcr» 

Appeare thou in the likenefle cfa figh, 

Speake but one ryme and I am fatisfi’d j 
Cry but ay me, pronounce but love and dye, 

Speake to my Goflip Venus on'- faire word. 

One nickname to her purblind Ionne and heire 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fiiot fo true. 

When King f'ophetua lov’d the Begger-maid. 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 

The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him : 

I conjure thee by RoJ alines bright eyes. 

By her high forehead and her skarlet lip. 

By her fine foot, ftraight legge, and quivering thigh, . 

And the demeanes that there adjacent lye, 

That in thy likenefle thou appeare to us. 

Ben. And if be heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Me r. This cannot anger him, ’t would anger him 
To raife a fpirit in his Miftrefle circle, 

Offome ftrange nature, letting it there ftand 
Till fhe had layd it, and conjur’d it downe. 

That were fome fpight. 

My invocation is faire and honeft, and in his Miftrefle name, 

I conjure onely but to raife up him. 

Ben. Come , he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees, 

To be conferred with the humorous night : 

Blind is his love, and beft befits the darke. 

Mer* nJH 
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